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Grumps 


Author's Notes: 
For Aggro: Because you asked! 


A little shadow trots along beside me, waiting until we reach the office door before racing off. Hopping on to 
my chair, he jumped onto the desk and proudly sits on top of the paperwork The exact paperwork | have to sit 
and go through. Placing my coffee on the one clear part of the desk, | pick up the small grey and white cat and 


place him in the corner. 


Where he refuses to stay, moving straight back so he can sit in front of me, head cock, lopsided jaw making 
him look permanently grumpy. We play the little game for a few more moments until | pull up the blind and let 


in some sun. Then he's gone, curling up on the window ledge and purring like a train 


Grumps. Nearly ten years old but still acting as though he's ten weeks. Into, and on, everything, refusing to 
give up until I'm laughing. Band cat. Office cat. Bedroom cat. Kitchen cat. He's always there, refusing to leave 
my side. Often he rides on my shoulder, watching the world go by. It's not unusual for me to go for a run, 


pushing a little cart, Grumps lying in it and enjoying the breeze against his fur. He'd be Bathroom Cat if | let 


him but, so far, it's the one place he hasn't worked out how to get in to. 


He's one of those cats who really doesn't care. | can vacuum, dust, sing, play bass, be making a noise, and he 
just twitches an ear. If it gets too loud, he tries one of his meows. If that doesn't work, he'll climb up my leg 
to let me know, claws hooking through denim and flesh until he's made his point. The vacuum, according to the 
conversations we've had, is his best friend He's small enough to sit on the front of it, allowing me to push 


both it, and him around. No other cat I've ever had is as laid back as him. 


A tiny meow catches my attention and | look up. Grumps stands on his hind legs, front paws against the 
window, chattering away to the birds. Grinning, | stand up and open the window a crack. Instantly his nose is 
against it, smelling the fresh air and the garden. Later he'll want to go out, making sure I'm close behind so he 


can show me every little discovery. Blades of grass, flowers, a stone; all of it fascinates the little cat. 


He's never grown as big as his brothers and sisters, the runt of the litter putting paid to that. But he 
regularly eats his body weight in cat food. And everything else. Don't leave sandwiches lying around because 
you'll come back and find the filling gone, the two slices of bread left standing. | made that mistake one 
Thanksgiving, leaving the turkey on the side while | finished off some vegetables. | turned around to find the 
turkey taking a one way ticket to the floor and Grumps sitting on the side looking as innocent as the day he 
was born. That year is was a shared bird, the cat nibbled side going in their dishes, the rest of it going on our 
plates. 


Something in the garden catches his attention, his chattering becoming more incessant. There's no way I'm 
going to get any work done. Putting down my pen, | call him. He turns from the window, looks between me and 
the paperwork, and pushes it all on the floor. I'm mad for about a second before | begin to laugh. It's his way 
of telling me my day's over and it's time to go and play. Holding up my hand, | give him a high five before 
patting my shoulder. He creeps over the rest of the papers, paws slipping and sliding before taking a running 


jump and landing neatly on my shoulder. Grinning, | scratch behind his ears and make for the garden 


Got my grump on? Never with my little buddy around 


